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Hadst Thou Known!"
By S. S. M.

.ggirpOATHERBRYSON," said the Arcli-

I p bislio]) to liis secretary, who was

4 14
sorting the moriiiiifj's mail, "J
would like you to see Mr. Schuler

this morning about the construction of that

retaining wall on the Lake Front. Tell him
ihe synod meeting prevents my going person-

ally to see him." "Very well, Your Grace, 1

shall go and do the best 1 can under the cir-

cumstances. You know, 1 am not as familiar

as 1 should be with the conditions at St.

Clement's." "No matter, don't worry about
that," interrupted the Archbishop. "Mr.
Sliuler will grasp things, even if details are

meager." "Thanks, that's comforting," re-

plied P"'ather Bryson. "By the way, 1 often

Avished to ask you if Mr. Schuler were a Cath-
olic; he strikes me at times of having a Cath-
olic air.
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"Mr. Schuler is not one of ours," responded
His Grace; "yet he iiever fails to do us every
kindness within his power. That is why 1

Avant to get his thought on this matter at once.

J know he will take hold of it in his careful

way and grasp the difficulties very quickly-.

The firm, even in his father-in-law's time,

ranked high among construction concerns, and
its prestige has not lessened but rather in-

creased since Schuler has beeii at the head.

Whenever we need any expert advice, I always
rely on him to give it. Although you may not

think so, I am very anxious about this trouble

at St. Clement's; I feel that it will involve

quite an expenditure of money, if not the tear-

nig down of the church.

"Tell Mr. Schuler I regret very much not

having any time to see him myself. But let him
start preliminary investigations at oiu'.e, and
report to me his findings before I leave on my
confirmation tour.
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"I am sorry that you can't manage this ])er-

sonal interview," responded F'dther Bryson,
"1 have noticed that Mr. Schuler always dis-

plays a marked deference to you, indeed, to

me, it savors more of afi'ection. Sometimes
when off guard, he looks at you in such a

yearning way as though he had a story to tell

or a favor to beg."
, "Nonsense, Father, your imagination often

carries you far. Mr. Schuler never asks

favors,—has no need to,—has everything he

wants. He is a remarkably fiiu' man, although

he has no religious convictions or affiliations

of any kind. Jack Schuler is, to my mind, one

of Nature's pagans—a type of the best sort,

honest, noble, geiuu'ous, open as the sun with
nothing to hide, giving everything yet asking
nothing. 1 wish he had the Faith, and—^"

Just then a knock at the door interrujited

the Archbishop's train of thought. Father
Bryson quickly disposed of the remaining pile

of mail, and prepared to execute His Grace's
commission.
There was an indefinable something about

Father Bryson that everyone liked. You may
call it personality, no doubt it was, but with
that intangible somethhig, there was besides, a

Avarm genial sympathetic nature—an uiuler-

standing mind—that Avon friends for him
everyAA^here. His smile seemed to invite your
confidence, while his open candid eyes and
square set chin made you feel that the trust
you put in him Avould be loyally and eternally
kept.

Walking quickly through the park s(|uare

fronting the Bishop's house, dodging the auto-
mobiles on the Concourse, Father Bryson in a

few moments found himself at the entrance to

the subway, and a half hour later hi oiu^ of the
elevators of the Hammond Building, Avhere
Schuler and Merkert had their offices. With-
out pausing. Father Bryson, Avith the air of

one familiar with the place, passed ([uickly

through, the draughting offices, the blue-print
rooms, the correspondence bureau, Avith its

dozens of clicking typcAvriters, and turiung
into a narroAV side hall knocked at the door
of Mr. Walters, the private secretary of Mr.
Schuler. A crisp melloAV voice called "come
in," and a genial smile accompanied by a

hearty salutation and hand-shake showed that
the visitor AA'as Avelcome. Father Bryson lost

no time in announcing his errand.
Mr. Walters Avaited a fcAV seconds before

ansAA'erihg, scratched his head Avith the end of
his pen Avhile the fingers of his left hand
thrummed an imaginary tune on the desk.
"Sorry, Father," Mr. AValters found Avords to

say, "Mr. Schuler gave orders not to be dis-

turbed this morning. He has evidently some-
thing big on hand Avhich needs all his con-
centration."

Father Bryson looked his disappointment
and Mr. Walters felt it. Suddenly a gleam of

encouragement brightened the secretary's face.

"Go ahead. Father, Mr. Schuler never refuses

your good Bishop anylhing he asks. 1 think
you can safely risk it— 1 Avon't announce you.

Just knock at the very last door of the suite.

Mr. Schuler is in his Sanctum Sanctorvnn."


